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A Beauty From Alexandretta,

The reader will be much intereeted in the

rplositios of the scholar and philanthro-
plst celebrated in Willlam J. Locke's story
of *The Morals of Mareus Ordeyne® (John
Lane: 1o Bodley Head). We do not often
ome QLTSS A More entertaining chroniole,
Here i Sir Marcus, a bachelor 40 years old,
who gits down on the Thames Embank-
ment to read a volume of obsoure Italian
bistory which he has just purchased for
s peniy. A scarcely noticed female in
black atares the bench on which he sits.
Bhe turna out to be a walf from Alexan-
dretta in Asia Minor. Sho has moist and
goulfu! eyes, such as it is the privilege of
agood (10 to possess.  She i3 only eighteen.
ghe openi conversation with Sir Marous
as he 13 reading his newly purchased and
cheaj Lok, She asks bim what she must
do. She has lost Harry, a youth with a
busines in Mincing Lane, who brought
her to lngland. It seems to Bir Marcus
that she must go back to Alexandretta.
On the deliverance of this opinion she is
movad to an embarrassing demonstration.
Sir Marcus tells bis own stary. We read:

sShe ruse to her feet, grew as white as
paper, opened her great eyes, opened her
baby mouth, and in the middle of the Em-
bankment Gardens plumped on her knees
befors e and clasped her hands above
bar head. ‘For God's make get up!l’ I
shricked, wrenching her back acrobatically.
to the banch beside me. ‘You mustn't
do things like that.' ®

The story tells of the education, the
occidantalization of this waif by the admir-
able Sir Marcus. He took her to his ad-
mirsblo establishment on the north side
of the Regeut's Park. He laid out £100
for the purchase of suitable clothes for her.
Sho embarrassed him tremendously, She
showed her pink toes without oconoern;
she told dreadful Turkish stories without
@ quiver of the eye; but when it came to a
low bodice for theater wear, she wept far
the immodesty of it.

We are glad that she married Bir Marcus.
Ve cannot make out exactly what his
moruls were. He was a humorist dnd a
scoffer, but he was likewise a scholar and &
man of very sensitive and scrupulous
organization. The young person from
Alexandretta was suraly as worthy as she
was lovely, though the reader will be in
oonsiderable doubt of her through many
rages.

An exceptionally amusing and clever
book. The work of a akilful hand. Should
we ever write a tale, we should kntwell
satisfled and a good deal surprised if ‘it
proved to ba half as ingeniowg witty-and
entertaining.

A Real Tirade by Maris Corelll.
‘Free Opinions,” by Marie Cored (s a
geriea of sermonets in which “Society”
is arraigned before the tribunal of a very
h)sterical censor, and jta frailties are ex-
ploited in language strongly tinted with a

pigment familiarly known as “yellow” and | right, after all.

-

no problams to disturb, no purpose to dis-
cover, no plot to puzzle, po tragedy to sad-
den and ncthing really to accomplish ex-
cept the wedding of a very gay widow and
a very pretty young girl, both of whom
are willing to take advantage of their op-
portunities. The book is pubiished by
McClure, Phillips & Co.

A Heroino With Two Motlves.

*Constance West,” by E. R. Punshon,
1s an unusual story by an unfamiliar uuthor,
which, crude in some ways and impossible
in others, presents a paychologic study
in elemental emotions of singular inten-
sity and compelling interest. It is a de-
parture from the beaten path in that the
scene is laid In & comparatively new region
of geographical fiction—the wilds of north-
wostern Cunada; and the heroine is a dar-
ingly unique oreation—a woman no longer
young, devoid of beauty, a small, micdle-
aged, birdlike creature with ons eye and
two motives—love and hatred—and withal
& ourious romantio power of fascination.

After twenty years of ‘separation from
a husband who has disfigured her for life
in a fit of intoxication, Constance West
soeks out the husband she still loves in
spite of her wronga. Coming to the frontier
settlement with a great longing for recon-
clliation, she finds her husband the father
of a young girl by another wife who has
‘died. The discovery of his infidelity turna
her newly awakened love to frensied hatred,
and the story is ohiefly concerned with her
schemea of subtle and malicious revenge—
schemes which are confounded at the mo-
ment of their fruition by her own ower-
mastering love. The story is not a pleasant
one to read, its personages are coarse and
vulgar, its details rough and revolting as
woll as unconvinoing, but the personality
of the middle-aged hereine who hates sQ
florcely and loves so intensely—hates be-
cause she loves—nooks and nurses se ex-
cellently and triumpbs so splendidly aver
ber own paasion for vengeanocs has a curi-
ous charm which insiata on recognition and
oonveys & disconcerting senss of reality.
‘The book is published by John Lane.

He Diled to Make Fler Happy.

In Afine Douglas Sedgwick's admirable
story entitled *Paths of Judgment® (The
Century Company) we find at page 069 a
oonventional observation by a conventional
lady. “You know,” sald Mrs. Merrick
te her niece, the heroine of this story, “that
he is very poor. I fancy he has no settled
income at all.® The author herself has
small patience with Mrs. Merrick at this
point. °It had come,” she says, “she in-
evitable grunt in the midst of the pastoral.
Even in her displeasure Flicia could feel
some amusement in the sudden simlle
that suggested Aunt Kate as the unobserved
pig in ita sty among the orchards and rose
hodges, where she had been happily strolling.
She oould almost see a flaxible, inquiring
snout pushing hetween the palings, above
{t the scrutiny of an observant eye.”

That is a little rude. But Aunt Kate was
She wus right, not by

embellished with an extravagance usually.| reasan of her own insight—for heaven

lassitied as sensational.

It would seem that the author of “The |
Sorrows of Satan® had no new revelation '
to make by way of indictment agrinst = what she knew through the most respectable
that “Society® whose transgressions she | sort of education should be characterized

revels in denouncing. According to her
*Opinions,* everything “is rotten in the
8tate of Denmark,” and when she is not
ranting about it like a common scold, she
is preaching against it like a village re-
vivalist. Apparently she is the only true

|

knows that she waa not profound-—but
she had in a proverbial way the wisdom
of the ages. It shocks us to think that

as a “grunt.” Maurice Wynne in this story
really deserved the judgment that Aunt

| Kate unoriginally pronounced upon him.
{ He was charming—u possible recommen-

|

Christian in the King's dominions, and |

from the vantage point of her own virtuous
isolation she rails against the sins of society
with a rusty pen dipped in vinegar.

finds fault with the dally press because it |

fails to instruct the people in science and
geography. Astronomical calculations and
geographical maps would be interesting
in place of the war news and the stock re-
ports in the morning paper. She scores
the clergy—*the surpliced hypocrites,* who
haunt the house of Dives, talking unsavory

scandal, and sit winebibbing at “swagger” |

dinners. If London is a *pagan city” and
England a godlesa nation, it is the fault of
the unchristian cleric. She rails at the
laxity of morals in high life, the frankly
lisgraceful disregard of the marriage tie
among the eristocracy, where men “re-
nowned for their historic names® are con-
tent to stand by, tame witnesses of their
own dishonor, *accepting with a cowardice
too contemptible for horsewhipping other

|

men's children as their own, all the time !

Imowing them to be bastards.”

dation. He was not strong—a positive
inability and wickedness.

It has hurt us a little to think that the
heroine waa not constant. She was quick

| to think ill of Maurice at a specious oppor-
She

tunity. She was hard and merciless at a

He had, we read, *very little mgard, or none
at all, for the laws of his country.”

We do nct feel ourselves called upon to
diacuss the justice of these observations,
or of cther observations hare which are

to reproduce, Wo submit that it is nct
lkely that they are the observations of
Evelyn Gladys. The book i3 beautified
by a frontispiece portrait of an c¢bviously
smart little girl. No explanaticn js at-
tached. She may be Evelyn. She may be
Gladys. Sha may be both, She
too innocent to be an author. Very likely
it i3 hor fortunate father who entertains
these sharp, sarcastic views of the trans-
actions between Jacob and Laban, Let
him be proud of his offspring as well as
of his philosophical powors.

We do not know what to make of the
picture in colors on the cover of the book,
Here s a man digging with a pitchfork
in what appears to be barren ground. A
woman and a child are, walking away on
the horizon as though they despaired of
any profitable outcome of the lahorer's
work. For all we know this {8 Mr. G. B.
Shaw digging for vegetables in the salt
sea sand.

—_—

John mNigelow’s Benjamin Frapkiin,

That noble monument which the Hon.
John Bigelow has raised for himself, “The
Life of Benjamin Franklin Told by Him-
self,” appoars in a fifth, revised edition in
three volumes from the J. B. Lipplaoott
Company. Mr, Bigelow mcdestly professes
to have edited the wurk, but there is a con- |
structive editing that is fully as original as
authorship, and the painstaking hunting
for material and the scholarly arrungement
of it after it has been found mark the book
as Mr. Bigelow's as much as if ‘he had writ-
ten every word of it.

This new edition is notable in its way.
Though verging on his ninetieth year, the
venerablo author has been able to examine
and oonsider all the new matter about
Franklin that has appeared gince the last
edition, aud to rovise and augment his text
in copsequence. The life of one of the
greatest of Americans is presented in a form
that must be well nigh definitive.

Mr. Traocy In India.

It is too bad that the historical bug should
bave bitten Mr. Louls N. Tracy. In two |
books which he has produced in recent |
years he has shown a broezineas, a fresh-
ness and a swing that carried the reader l
along in spite of serious faults. In “The :
Great Mogul” (Edward J. Clode, New York), |
he has unfortunately turned to the histor-
fcal models and has produced a curious |
piece of patchwork. |

The time he has picked out is pictur-
eaque and promising enough, the first ap- |

1 pearance of the English in India in the days |

of King James. There are bits that are |
very well done, especially at the beginning, |
80 that the reader's hopes arise, but onoe on |

3

|
|

{

Indian soil the story becomes commonplace. |
Ope villain seems lifted bodily from “The !
Wandering Jew.” The characters are

; sketched brightly enough at the start, but |

the author does mot hold them to them- |
selves. |
It {8 a disappointing book, not only be- |

| cause Mr. Trucy hus done much better, but |
| because even here he has shown what he |

|

1

could do if he had only heid to his first .

artistic ideas.

A New History of Roine, !
Of all the books that ghould be written,
“one of the last mest people would think |
must be a new history of Rome. That is |
ground that has been pretty well gleaned, !
even in very recent times, vet if Dr. A H. J.
Greenidge carries out his purpcse and
completes his six volumes, “A History of |

time when poor Maurice needed her kind- | Rome During the Later Republic and the |

ness the most.
to Le happy.

He tragically lelred her | Early Princlpate* (E.
He put a pistol to bis head | he will fill a gap.

P. Dutton & (o.
Modern scholars have

when it was proper and necessary that | prought the stery to the death of Julins

he should be out of the way. 'I'o be sure,
there was no reason for his survival in a
strong world. We feel that it is a weak-
ness to grieve for him. His strong and
handsome friend, the real hero of this
story, consoled the widow. Geoffrey Daunt
(there is strongth in the name) was un-
varying and tremorless in his patient and
magnanimous attitude. If he could have
brought himself to be relfish for a eingle
moment, we confess that it would have
been a relief to usa. Curiously, both of
the men in the story are constant. It is
only the woman who deviates, Her heart
waa the larger. It had roon.

We must remark the admirable English
of this tale. Not too frequently have we

The authior deplores the dearth of hospi- | been so pleased by the uso of words.
tality in British houses and ridicules the | e —

madish “at home” to which it has degenar-
ated as a “eurious gort of social poultry yvard

Of Sharp Historical Interest.
Capt. John S. Wise's story of “The Lion's

whera the liens have it all their own way f 8kin® (Doubleday, Page & Co.) {8 a story

and do most distinetly crow,”

Miss Corelli objects to “Soclety’s” man-
nera where every one is too busy to be
courtenns; too much in a hurry grabbing
gold 1o te kind"; to “Nociety’s" dress, the
extravagance of which, on
the part of wornen, is “little short of crimi-
v, an hysterical frenzy, a riotous
wite, an ugly disease of moral principle,
ercing at last in the disgrace and death of

+ a good woman's honor”; and to the
teciy of home life and the tendency on the
Jart of “smart "women to live as “vagrants,”
casting aside the quiet joys of home life
fora “jostling feed. at the Carleton,” She
objecis to “Society’s” Sunday--“a day of
gambling, guzzling and motoring, of flash-
ing and jiczling here and there, creating
infinite dust, smelling abominably, and
lovkinz uglier than Dante’s ‘Inferno.’”

She ol jeots to “Society’s” book, which
treats of a nasty subject indelicately
I, vicious heroes with short legs, milk-
maids painfully handled, twins earthly and
Most of all she objects tothe vul-
garity of wealth as expressed in the Andrew
Cartegio Free Library strewn all over the
country like lollipops out of a schoolboy's
tatcliel leasening the number of books sold
and incidentally cutting the author's profit.

Finally, Miss Corelli recommends the
Life Literary as “The Happy Life,” but,
udging from the sharpness with which
she writes, it would seemn that the writer
Fad lived upon a diet of thistles and that the
tose of the Literary Life is not without its
The book is published in America
by Dodd, Mead & Co.
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In the Days of Kalakaua.

*The Girl From Home," by Isobel Strong,
18 an opcra bouffe romance of the days
when Kalukaua was King in Hawaii and the
warships of all nations rode at anchor in
the bay of Honolulu. Into this fantasia
of light and frothy intrigue and mild flirte-
tion are introduced apparently suthentic
pictures of the life.under the old dispensa~
tion, when the warships were floating ball-
rooms and the officers agreeable dancing
partners, with proposals always ready;
vhen the fragrant tropical nights were
filled with talk and surf riding and love
malkiag, with the dusky monarch of the toy
kingdom 1o lend a touch of regal splendor
to the stagey scene, and princelings, stately
descendants of the old chieftains, in pic-
tupesua native dress, and diplomats in gold
Lice to give color to the picture.

The book is one of those that Lamb would
classify as not a book at all. It is an idle
story, good to read in a hammock on & hot

day at the hour of the siestay There aye

. a good deal of undisguised politics,

of reconstruction days in Virginia. It has

{

rather a formal air in places and contains |

We
have no fault to find with this. We respect

serious purpese in fiction, and we remem-

ber what Victor Hugo did in a story with
the battle of Waterioo.

*A wug of the period defined a Virginian
Debtpayer as one who ‘would rather owe
you all his life than cheat you out of a cent,’
and this is perhaps &s near a description
of what e was as any that can be given.
In that party there were doubtless numbers
of honest, hightoned people who felt that
the Funding Bill, however outrageous in
origin or effect, ought to be respected as a
contract of the State.” *With decided
akbility as a lawyer, and oratorioal gifts of
an antiquated type, Daniel had a strong-
hold upon his party.” “Mahone was at that
time the keenest, most virile and aggressive
intellect in Virginia.®

These brief quotations will indicate the
kind and quality of a good deal that is in
the story. The impression of reading a
novel is not always quite as strong here
as the impression of reading the North
American Review. It hardly need be said
that not the less, and perbaps even more,
we have found ourselves interested. The
author, a son of that Governor of Virginia
who ordered the last earthly disposition of
John Brown, was a conspicuous flgure in
the agitations which he describes.
a Republican in the Old Dominion, after the
war and he ran for Governor in 1885. Those
were strenuous times in a famous and hon-
ored State, and plenty of readers will share
our interest in this intimate and vivid narra-

tive.

Surely Not Evelyn,

Evelyn Gladys purports to have written
*Thoughts of a Fool” (E. P. Rosenthal &
Co., Chicago). but we do not hesitate to be-
lleve that it is a male person who has given
utterance to the studiously iconoclastic
sentiments here contained. We read here
of Jacob's “rake off,” of ring streaked and
spotted and speckled cattle “after Laban
had unloaded the ladies upon him.” It
seems to us that the sex of this voice is un-
mistakable. Jacob's blind father would
have turmed to it a suapicious ear. Moses
should have been grateful to Pharaoh,
who showed him every kindness. So far

from that, “he mingled with the workers in |

the King's brickyard und created disturb-
anoes, becoming one of the lowest kind of
labor agitators.” Washington was hardly
superior. His life “was ope of disobedience
and treason to his King." Our ioconooclast
is not even satisfiad with Oliver Cromwell.

|

" ¢f many books with colored pictures of
He was .

(‘eesar, and soincthing has teen done from
Diocletian and Constautine's time on, but |
even Mommsen held back from Augustus
and his successors, and that story needs
to be rewritten.

Dr. Greenidee's first volume Legins with |
tho Gracchi and ends with the second con-
sulship «f Marins, That js the proper
place to begin Itome's later history, for it
is the fashion to trace Ceiar's reforms to
the efforts ¢f the Gracchi. What their
schemes may have been is a puzzle on which
historians have expended a deal of con-
structive skill. Dr. Greonidge precedes
his history by a picture of the economic
and social conditions in Rome. He has |
consulted the chief modern authorities, as
well as what classical sources are Iaft,and |
writes a very readable Iinglish,

|
|

International Law,

A new treatise on “Intermational Law®
(Longmans, Green & Co.) has boen written
by Dr. L. Oppenheim, formerly professor
at the University of Busel and now lecturer

| in the University of London, of whicl the

first volume, “Peace,” is before us. The
author's prime object i3 to present the
subject In a clear, methodical mauner,
making his dofinitions a8 sharp as posad o,
and in this he hr- been successful, He |
also takes care to present opposing views |
in all controversial mattors.

We may point outthat in his introduction
hoe undertakes to prove that internctional
law is law,and makes out a fair case, though, |
of course, he must admit that it cannot
uenally be enforced by external force,

The desire for compact statement at |
times leads him into assertions that are not !
to be squared with the facts.  For instance
in dircuseing the Monroe Doctrine he says:
“Since the timo of Prezident Monroe, the
Monroe Decivine has gridually been some-
what eztended in so far as the United |
States claims a kind of political hezemony
over all the States of the American Cone
tinent.”

Taken with s certain amount of caution
the bock will be found very useful,

Plcturesque Rome.

The art of reproduction in oolor has
brought about recently the manufacture

foreign parta. The pictures copied are
usually water colors, which have the ad-
vantage of prettiness, though they may
lack the distinctness called for in good
illustrations. Sometimes the originals
are works of art, sometimes they aro
amateurish or meaningless sketches, but
they all have cvlor.

In dealing by this method with *Rome”
(Adam and Charles Black; Macmillans),
both artists and writers of the text had an
unusually hard task, for Rome isso big and
so maonifold that to include it all in one
volume is out of the question. Signor
Alberto Pisa's pictures are usually very
good. They seem to form three series;
sketches of antique remains, chiefly in the
forum, which are capital; eketches of
Subiaco, and pictures of some of the out-
door scenes in the city. There are notice-
able gaps in the things the reader may
expect to sce, but the pictures are artistic |
and satisfactory. i

|
|

The text by M. A. R. Tuker and Hope
Malleson is amusing. There are scraps
of rather impressionistic history and scraps
of dcscription. A good part, however,
{s devoted to an account of the people and
the life in Rome and that the authors have
seen with their own eyes. These m no

looks |

| vers.
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\

“Vastly exciting and satisfying.”’ —New York Times.

«Will hold any audience breathless.” —_#tianta Constitution.

“Novel, ingenious, bubbling."’—San Francisco Call.
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sympathetic eyea, however. They view
the doings of the unlucky Romans with
British superiority and undisguised can-
tempt, and many statements are marked
moroe by absence of kindness than by strict
adherence (o truth, (eneralizing one un-
fortunare incident into a universal custom
is not quite fair. People who know Italy
will find t! ingen'ous variations from
fact entertaining,

An 0. Fashloned Detective Story.
“TLa Van Suyden Sappbires® is a de-

tective story which eatisfies all the re- |

quirements of this class of fiction—clever
nirigne, baffling mystery, misdirected
suspicions, prolonged suspensze nnd' un-
expected denot ement, But it is written
distinetly in lighter vein, contains none
of the revolting details of murder upon
which such stories are urually founded,
ard taxes the credulity with weak and
extravagant srubterfuges and gituations.
[he pieces set up in the problem presented

to the ingenuity of the author and for the |

entortainment of the reader are Mrs. Van
Suvdan, en impractical Philistine whose
Y n s “t+ realizce a millennial salon
whera Hociety and Art (both capitalized)
wo= 0o dowrsiogether and she shall lead
therss 1isa Dlida Yeats, an actress who
homees that fame consists in having her
affairs blazoned to the world in the ecolumns
s and Gwendoline Lustacia

ambhit!

of the newspapes
Frorh! o tone, a “Little Sister to the Righ,”
who enros a precarious living by the paint- |

ing of fans, but has enviable social re-

fatio ns

“1io: Yeats, having been invited to a |
honsa party at Mrs, Van Suyden's, eon-
widers that the psychological moment has

i oome to be robbed of her jewels and thus

have her name placed on the roll of fame
as an artict. Not having any jewels of her
own she bLorrows a ruby necklace, pur-
loins it herself from the secret safe where
Mrs. Van Suyden has placed it with her
famous sapphires, and perstiades the painter
of fans to carry it back to its owner., Of
course, the necklaco is lest, the sapphires
are stolen, and the detectives, the painter
of fups and the author spend a great deal
of time following up false geents, suspect-
ing innocent people and finally confound-
ing the guilty and restoring the jewels—all
for the edification of readers who like that
sort of thing. The story is written hy
(‘harles Carey and published by Dedd,

Mead & Co.

A Tale of 01d Quebeo.

“A Knot of Blue Ribbon™1a a modern ccpy
of the old time tupes'vied romance failh-
fully transcribed. If the colors lack the
delieate charm, the atmosphere, the tender
gr.os of the time fadoed original, the fubric
of the plot ia woven in accordance with the
old conventions and after the ancient pat-
terms. No shadow of modern problems
obscures ils dm‘gn; no *unpleasant” mod-
ern questions ¢ mfuse its purpsse, It is a
book which may be safely placed in the
hands of young rcople, for it is us harmless
as barley sugar and as moral as a tract,

The ook belongs to the realm of pure
romance and tells the story ns romance
gshould of a brave man's downfall through
the schemes of a cunning villain and his
intrigning aceomplica, and of his deliver-
ance hy a woman's confiding, conquering
love. The villiin has no redeoming graces
{n recommend him to favor, the villainass
is even more unregenerale, tho hero is a
dupe rather than a transgressor and the
heroine is only 80 little lower than the angels
as to know ihie meaning of human love and
devotion.

The scene i= luid in old Quebee, that ap-
propriate hackground for romantic maneu-
The princija! characters are in-
troduced in the first chapter, when the hero
incurs the hatred of the villain at cards and
saves the life of the heroine in a shipwreck.
with no time wasted in parleying. Theeld

| tricks of the “black art,"even to incantations, |

tive Story.

All the requirements for a first
class detective tale are more than met
by Mr. Fred M. White’'s ¢‘The
Crimson Bljnd'’ (R. F. Fenno & Co.).

| It is by no means a short stary, but

! the end. He is plunged at onceinto

|

the reader will read it breathlessly to

a mystery, as he should be in every
well constructed tale of the sort, and
is led rapidly out of one complication

There is little of pretsrnatural wis- |

| dom in the tale; what knowledge is
' obtained comes naturally enough.
| The vijjain has no redeeming trait

|

| potions und poisons, are employed in acce!- ' and is bad enough to satisfy the most |

| erating the action of e briskly moving plct,
in which the ruin of & to) credulous he:o is

exacting. The play between his

| averted by the intervention of Providenco, moves and those of his detectives is |
|

He

»

|
t:l fyol, the heroine and the author.
i lives to wear her “Kno! of Blue Ribbon
bravely in the war to which he goes in ex-
| piation of his temporary fickleness and from
| which he returns crowned with honors to ke
| rewarded according to the old traditions«f
{ chivalry with the hand of tbe fair lady
l whose colors he has worn.
The story is written by William R. A.
i Wilson end published by Little, Brown &
(‘4).

New Ficton.

A posthumous al'ection of pieces by
the lady who under the pseudonym Michael
Feirless wrote “The Rocdmender” is cilled
“The Grey Brethren” (E.P.D .ttoa & Co ).
poeiry, and some charming fairy tales that
are the reul fairy tales that children want.
All told in delighitful English.

her leve for a man much younger than her-

by FEsther and Lucia Chamberlain  (The

| Century Companv),and is not spoiled by tha :
}

{ rather superfiuous glimpses of Califormia
society,  The heroine standsout ciearly and
retains the reader’'s sympathy, ind some

| of the minor charicters are skeiclied

cleverly, while others are mere puppets.
| The illustrationsa suggest the variety siage
rathoer than society.

It i% a curicus, senimental, boarding house
romance that we get in “The Wing of T ve,”
by Kutharine Mary Cheever Meredith
(McClure, Phillips & Co.). A  painfully

almost expect her o perish to slow music.
Instead, an unlucky musician of not
wholly temperate habits is taken off. The
tale reads easily, however, the author
succeeds in giving impressions by indirect
methods, and there is & certain ingenuous-
ness about it all that is touching.

Automobiles are ereating a literature
of their own. To this Mr. Llovd Oshourne
contributes
{ Merrill Company, Indianapolis), four short

gtories, all turning on motor adventures.

. He employs the metheds of the oldtime
| British farce to rrovide humor, especially
in the last, where the motor remuins in the
background. 1n the others he supplies a
fearful mechanical vocabulary. Thestories
are fairly good of their kind, however,
and probably will appeal to motaorists.

Remarkable are the freaks that British
humor takez. In “Hay Fever"™ (Long-
| mans, Green & (o), Mr. Walter Herries
Pollock and Mr. Guy €. Polleck abyiously
set out to he excruciatiugly funny. ?gy
take a London stock broker suffering ¥mom
hay fever, give him a dose of hashish
and put him through a series of adventures
like a Palais Royal farce. The fun is heavy
and dull. The butt of the story is a detoe-
tive, which may be intended for sarca.m.

A pleasant and original book that has
run through severa) editions, *The Garden
of a Commuter’s Wife,” has been added to
the list of Macmillan's paper novels,

There ia no harm in putting fictitions
adventures into a historical frame, but
even novelists might refrain from black-
guarding innocent people. Brazil is the
land selectad by Mr. Schuyler Staunton
for his tale, “The Fate of a Crown,” and
the time is that of the downfall of Dom
Pedro II. and the establishment of tho
republio. The improbable adventures he
{magines are not wildly exciting, turning
at times on railroad schedules and a copious
effusion of blood. He presents gome revolu-
tionary leaders in an unfavorable light,
and attributes to the uniucky Emperor a
cruelty thst was wholly foreign to his
nature.

The love affairs of Napoleon III. and

There are pathetic sketchea, verse that is |

The story of & woman's struggle against |

eolf is told effectively in “Mrs. Fesington,” |

sharp infant is tha central figure, and we |

“Motormaniacs® (The Bohbs- |

! kept in suspense skilfully.
12mo, cloth, (llustra‘ed, 81 80,

n ‘It you sce it In The Sun it's 'so.'
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NEWEST BOOK

"THE

| By “CUT CAVENDISH"
(EDWYN ANTHONY)

}

The Complete

,BridgLPlayer

12mo. Cloth, $1.00, net

FOR SALE BY ALL BOOKSELLERS

| Eugdnie form the subject of Mr. William
Duna Orcutt's “The Flower of Destiny”
(A. C. McClurg & Co.). It seems a little
early for romance to be tampering with
| the unfortunate Empress, who is still alive.
| The book is got up ornately, with colored
{ designs for the margine und beautiful

f print and pictures.
' There are times when Mr. W. E. Norris
nods, and we fear that the facetious tone
i in which he begins “An Embarressing Or-
| phan® (The John C. Winston Company,
| Philadelphia), and which he feels bound to
| keep up to the end, will pal} upon the reader
i very soon. The story s not very interest-
ing in itself,and the narrator draws it out
drearily.
~ There may be art even in the construc-
| tion of a murder story, and sore gemblance
| of protability may be reasonably asked for.
These the reader will not find in Mr. John
{ R. Carling’s “The Weird Picture” (Little,
| Brown & (0.). On the other hand, he will
get his money's worth of villainy and lunacy,
with a gentleman wlo is ubiquitous and
apparently all powerful till he ia hrought
Jow. The characters in the book are uni-
formly unpleagant and there is some quaint
misinformation alout forcign matters.

Other Boolw,
There seems to he a market In England
for a peculiar sort of slipshod writing in

Continued on Kighth Page.

Harper's Book News

The Ultimate
Passion

A young man of high ideals
playing into the hands of a
powerful, corrupt political ring
in order to gain power through
their influence and ultimately to
defeat them—this is a hint of
the plot of this strong, virile
novel by Philip Verrill Mighels.
It is a work of unusual power,
an absorbing story, showing the
machinations of political schemers
and others prominent in social
and business life in New York.
The startling incidents that the
political situation brings forth
are closely woven in with a
charming love-tale. Mr., Mig-
hels will be remembered as the
author ot Bruuwver Fim's Baby.

The Tyranny
of the Dark

Hamlin Garland’s latest novel
goes into a new and fascinating .

field—that of the occult. Strange /

things happen as the story de-
velops along startling lines. The
heroine is a delighttul Western
girl, such as Hamlin Garland
portrays so well, and under this
baffling “tyranny of the dark "
her romance becomes a moving
tale of strange beauty. The
book is a striking departure from
modern fiction—one that every-
body will be talking about and
reading for its remarkable novelty.

'The

into another, enough being explained |
| to satisfy his mind for the moment,
| but more remaining unaccounted for
| till he has read further.

Accomplice

Frederick Trevor Hill, the
author of The Web and other
stirring fiction, has produced in
this volume a novel of mystery

along lines wholly new in fic-
tion. The story is told from a
novel point of view—the hero
being the foreman of the jury
jat a hotly-contested murder
trial. The story goes in and

BRIDGE

out of the courtroom through a
maze of mystery and sensational
developments. It is a new way
of telling a tale of love and pre-
sents 2 new method of solving a
great mystery.

Fond

!

' enough for a little book.
' the publication of The Forest

Adventures

There is more than a bookful

"in this wonderful new volume of
' sensuous impressions by Maurice

Hewlett. Here are four glowing
love tales out of the heart of the

Middle Ages, each alone long
Since

Lovers Mr. Hewlett has written
nothing so palpitating with the
full and splendid lite of that
virile day.

“The four stories that make up Maurice
Hewlett's new book are faultleas works of

art. Few living writers posaess the mas-
tery that Mr. Hewlett displays.”- Newark
News,

“*Four glowing love tales told In the
spirit of pure romance. Live, forward-
movinug stories, crowded with action, color
and adventure.”—-N. Y. Evening Post.

HARPER & BROTHERS, N. Y.

The most intensely interesting novel
ever written is by Emil Friend, entitled

MASKS—:

Geo. W, Ogilvie & Co., Publishers, Chicago.

BOOKS—All out of print  books supplled, nn
matier on what subject. write me stating hooks
wanted: | can get sou any book ever published
when In England call and inspect my stock of 56,0
rare books. DAKER'S GREAT BOOKSHOP, Joun
Bright st., Birmingham, Fngland.

RARE La Fontalne's Tales,
Romanorum, Rousseau's Confessions
PRATT, 161 6th av

— -

ART SALES AND EXHIBITIONS,

Roxana, (iesta
Any book

Excels in Tone
“Improves wil: Jse

PIANG

Hardman, Feck & Co., Mak:zvrs.

New York, Brooklyn,
138 Fifth Ave. 524 Fultoa St.
teenpgwidyiz

DICTIONARIES in all Languages and Subjects, Unillngual,
Bilingual, Multilingual, Beneral and Special.
LANGUAGES PRINTING COMPANY

Languages Building, s West mh’!t., New York
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THE ANDERSON AUCTION CO.

Suecessors to Bangs & Co.

§ W. 29th Si., New York.

4

4

4

4

L

4

Geo. D. ¥Morse, Auctioneer. :

om——— 4

Sale on TUESDAY Afternoon, b

May 23rd, at 3. :

Americana, New York City and Dhoks on 4

the ludlans, cle :
——r e——— ’

Sale on WEDNESDAY and THURSDAY 4

May 24th and 25¢th, ul 3 und 7:30, :

4

4

4

4

4

4

<4

4

4
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4

Americana Portion of the Valuable
Private Collection of
WILBERFORCE EAMLIS,

of the Lenox Library
= e———

The

Sale on FRIDAY Afternoonand
Evening, May 0. at 3 and 7:30.

Limited Is-

Sets of Standard Authora
Books In

Centurs  Dictlonary,
ete,

>
p
)
y
)
)
>
y
)
)
)
)
)
)
)
)
)
4
4
)
)
4
)
4
p
p
p
p
p
gues, The b
Fme Bindlugs, b
AL ALALALLALLLLLLLLLLS
POV T TYTY TV YTV Y YT Y YEYY

TVVIPIVOVIVIVPOPVIVOIVPTLIIVIIYIIVYTITYTYIY

N




